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leep. For a while the i.me mlss.on-- EASTER JOY

HOME
Meat Makes Bad Kidneys

Too much meat is just at bad as 4ot
enough. Such a diet is apt to load tha
Mood with uric acid and to injure the
kidneys. Bad backs, blue, nervou
pells, dizziness, rheumatic pains, and

bladder troubles indicata weak kidneys,
foretell danger of gravel and Bright's
diaease. Don't neglect this condition.
Use Doan'a Kidney Pill.

An Ohio Cue

I A Story of
Today and
ofAlt DaysBy

GEORGE AGNEW CHAMBERLAIN
Copyright by The Cantor Company

to amain or the wor d otherwise cone
to an end. you can in sure Lieber will
get his water ia a fill bucket"

Kemp nodded an with a "8' long
and good lack, disappeared dowa the
gangway.

At Perns m burn Ian found an ac-
cumulation of mail awaiting him and
a lluer bound for bone. The liner was
too big to get Into the little harbor be-

hind tfc reef.. She rode the Swell a
mile out front short.

Alan lost no time In making his
transfer. From tke tender be was
winched up to the leek in a passenger
basket As he left the wicker coop
he smiled at hlmaef In disgust Teu
Percent Wayne bad often Jumped for
a gangway from the top of a flying
sea; never before hid he gone on board
as cargo. But the smile suddenly left
his face. He reelel and put out one
hand toward rail. Somebody caught
his arm aud led h m to a long chair.
He sank Into It and shivered.

It was a girl that bad helped hltn.
As soon as she saw he was not going
to faint she left Mm, to come back
presently with the doctor and a room
steward. They took charge of him.

Day after day Alan lay In his cabin,
listless, before he thought of his batch
of letters. They wer still In the
pocket of bis coat He asked the stew- -

ary girl held bis thoughts.: Q wis
filled with wonder, not at her. but at
himself. For once In his life be bad
not been flippant before grave things.

From the girl his thoughts turned to
Allx. He could have cabled to ber
about Gerry from Pernambuco, but he
bad not done so. The note that be was
carrying for Gerry was light only a
half-shee- t, probably. The lightness of
It told Alan that the things Gerry bad
to say to his wife could not be put on
paper. Alan had almost cabled. No
be was glad he bad not done so.
"Allx," he said to himself. "Isn't wait
Ing. she's trusting. A cable would
have lengthened waiting by a month."

Then, without volition, his mind
wandered from Allx and raced ahead
to the goal of his Journey. What was
the goal of his journey? Whither was
be bound? He reached for Clem's let
ter and held it In folded hands. He
bad no need to read It again. The
words were nothing; the picture was
all. It stretched before bis mind,
living canvas.

Once when Alan was wandering
with an Englishman In the bills above
Granada, a faint odor had brought
them to a sudden halt. It was the
Englishman who made the surprising
discovery first "Blackberries, .by
Jove!" he had exclaimed. "Good old
blackberries." And then they two had
stood together, yet half a world apart
and stared at he berry-lade- n bush
What vision of a tangled, high-waite- d

garden burst upon the Englishman
Alan never knew, but to himself had
come a memory of East mountain In
autumn, so clear, so poignant that It
had brought his throbbing heart into
his throat

It was so now with Clem's letter.
The words were but a hurried daub.
but they touched his eyes with a magic
wand. The daub became a scene, a
picture, a world his world.

Red Hill was spread out before him.
a texture where the threads and colors
of life were blended Into a carpet soft
but enduring. Men walked and little
children played on it Alan closed his
eyes aud sighed. What had he been
doing with life? Making sacking?
Sacking was commercial. It paid in
cash. It was the national industry
But what could one do with sacking on
Red Hill?

Then, almost suddenly, the full spirit
of Clem's letter seised him. One did
not take gifts to Red Hill. To every
one of Its children Red Hill was the
source of all gifts the source of life,
On that thought he slept
. When he was back once more In his
rooms, before Swlthson had had time
to open a bag. Alan Gerry's
note to Alix to Red Hill and sent
Swlthson out to post it He did not
try to temper the shock of the note
with a covering letter. He was too

weak and tired. Besides, he felt that
the note carried Its own antidote to
Joy.

The next morning a message came
by hand to Alan's rooms. Allx had
come to town and wished to see him at
once. Would he please come around?
He replied that he was too ill. Half
an hour later Swlthson answered a
ring at the door and Alix slipped
quickly past him into Alan's sitting
room. There wus a flush of anger in
her cheeks, but Alan was pleased to
see no trace of tears In her eyes. A

woman's crying always touched him
on the raw and seldom awakened his
pity.

At sight of him Allx forgot her con
cern for herself. "Why. Alan!" she
cried, "what is the matter?"

Alan laughed. There was a pleasant
note in his laugh he had never heard
before. "I'm all right. Allx. Don't
make any mistake. I'm a resurrection
in the bud. Doing fine. I don't have
to ask how you are. You're well.
You're looking just as well as a little
slip like you can ever look. Sit down,
do."

Alix' thoughts went back to herself
and Immediately the flame burned
again in her cheeks. She pulled Ger-

ry's crumpled note from her glove and
tossed it open on the table before Alan.
He read the two or three lines ll
which Gerry told her he would arrivt
shortly. The brief note was intention
ally colorless. "Well?" he asked.

Allx turned flashing eyes on him
"Well? Is that all you have to sayl
Alan, It is not well. I've come here
because you must tell me somebody
must tell me now all the thlugs that
that note hides behind its wonderfully
blank, weazened, little, hypocritical
face."

How much of the truth of Ger-- l
ry's life during the last three
years will Alan tell Alix? And
when Alix has heard It, will she
ever want to see Gerry again,
and be his wife?

(TO HE CONTINUED.)

Plea for Quiet.
Anybody who lives in the vicinity of

a noisy railway yard might try writ-
ing to the officials of the road a copy
of this letter, sent to officials of a Dal-

las railroad office, signed "Unfortu-
nates Who Try to Live and Work and
Sleep in the Vicinity."

"Gentlemen Is it absolutely neces-
sary, in the discharge of his duty day
and night, that the engineer of your
yard engine should make it ding dong
and fizz and spit and clang and bang
and buzz and hiss and bellow and wail
and pant and rant and yowl and howl
and grate and grind and puff and bump
and click and clank and chug and
moan and hoot and toot and crash and
grunt and gasp and groan and whistle
and wheeze and squawk and blow and
Jar and perk and rasp and jangle and
ring and clatter and yelp and croak
and howl and hum and snarl and puff
and growl and thump and boom and
clash and jolt and Jostle and shake
and screech and snort and snarl and
scrape and throb and crink and Jangle
and quiver and rumble and roar and
rattle and yell and smoke and smell,
and shriek like V

Of course, the officials make reply:
"It is." Boston Glohe.

Good Roads and Bicycles.
The ejected revival in. the bodu--

Iarity of the bicycle ia here perhaps
as one result of the general improve-nu- t

in mads. Last year 400.000 bi
cycles were aold In this country, the
largest number In any year since 1890,
when the wheel reached Its greatest
popular favor. Youth's Companion.

fTE might have known fn tht winta
Thai spring would coma again;

Wt might haoe i;noum that the future
Would bring an end to pain.

But, oh, to he ture that the suffering

Is over, end aO made clear.

And to feel 'neath the blazing sunshine

That spring U really here!

We might have known through the
snowtime

That flowers were underneath;

We might have sensed the Eternal
Knows no such thing as death.

But, oh, ihefoy of an Easter
After long winter drear

And to feel by the soul's awakening

That spring Is really herd

We might have known mid the darkness
That sorrow with joy Is blent.

And that gladness would end tn the
morning

The night of our discontent
But, oh, to forget the shadows;

To mock at unfaiih andfearl
And to laugh like jubilant children.

Now spring is really herd

EASTER OF 1776

Feminine Finery Hard to Procure
in That Year of Revo-

lutionary War.

was a famine of finery InTHERE prospect for the wom-

en of the American colonies at Easter
tide In the year 1776. They were des
tined thereafter, through a long and
very dark period, to undergo many se
vere deprivations In this respect not
the least of them being lack of pins.
Think, O ye fair ones, of trying to get
along without pins! But it had to be
done, for the colonies were dependent
upon Europe for their supply of pins,
as well as for many other things, and
this was cut off by the war. Even the
most fashionable ladies of Boston and
other centers of population were com
polled to have resort to thorns for the
fastening of their garments, and his
tory tells us that the spines of certain
cacti actually were utilized to a consid
erable extent.

Ours is supposed to be the age of
luxury par excellence, in dress as in
other matters, and yet the women of
today are not more beautifully attired
than were those of the well-to-d- o class
In the colonies during the period just
before the Revolution. They wore
silks, satins and laces as exquisite as
any that can be found in our modern
shops fetched, of course, by trading
vessels from France together with all
sorts of other costly feminine gear, in-

cluding ribbons, trimmings, stockings,
gloves, shoes and dainty materials for
the making of undergarments.

There were, however, a great many
women In the va.-iou- s colonies who,
long before the coming of the war, had
made up their minds to do without
pretty things, so far as was prac
ticable. We read of pretty Patty Par-
sons, during the British occupancy of
Philadelphia, who cut up the em-

broidered sky-blu- e satin waistcoat
which her grandfather had worn at the
English court, and made out of it a
"Jockey" deemed by admirers most
becoming. And of another girl, a
friend of Patty's, who converted a
trooper's scarlet coat Into a jacket
using the leftover pieces to make a
pair of warm gloves, which she bound
with gray squirrel fur. The collar and
cuffs of the jacket were likewise of
squirrel fur, which excellently matched
a gray homespun skirt.

In those times it was no very serf- -

out undertaking for a young woman
to make a pa'r of gloves fr--r herself.
Indeed, though fine and expensive
gloves were Imjtorted from France, or-
dinary ones for every day wear were
commonly manufactured at home.

Mrs. Alice M. Earle (to whose books
of high historic value the writer ac-

knowledges indebtedness) says that of
all deprivations suffered by women
during the Revolution none was so se
vere as that of gauze. At that period
the fashions demanded this material
for an astonishing variety of purposes.
There were gauze caps, gauze bonnets,
gauze aprons, gauze ribbons, gauze
kerchiefs, flounced gauze petticoats,
and even gowns of gauze. But most
of all was gauze needed for the high
bead-dresse- s of that epoch, which
could hardly be put together and held
In place without it .

So late as the year 1782, in
London fashion journal, a tonsorial
"'artist" Is found advertising "a new
method of stuccoing the hair In the
most fashionable taste, to last with
very little repair during the whole ses-
sion of parliament Price only five
guineas. N. B. He takes but one hour
to build the head and two tor baking
It"

The Eastertide costume of a lady
In 1776, when she walked on the street,
was likely to Include a mask of white
or colored silk. If she rode on horse
back she would wear a "riding mask";
and the very latest fashion at that
period was such a mask provided with
a flat silver plate, to be held betwoen
the teeth for securing it In position.
It should be understood, however, that
these masks were worn not for a dis-
guise, but to protect the completion.
The women of today still wear masks
tor the same purpose, but call them
veils; and they are made of nat or lact
Instead of silk.

To Clean Spring Mattresses.
Save all old quills or wings from

bats and use up for working the dust
out from the space between the block
of wood and spring mattress that runs
at each end of the bed. Push the
wings or quill in the space and work
up and down until all dust is removed.
I have found this works splendidly.

To Detect Bad Meat
When doubtful as to whether, a

piece of meat la good or not, put it
In brine; if It rises to to top it is

Story" N. Fourth St.. Iron
ton. Ohio, says: "I
Buffered for a long
while from Irregular
action of my kidneys.
I had much pain In
the small of my back
and lameness across
my loins. The kidney
secretions were unnat-
ural. I finally used
Doan'a Kidney Pills
and soon all symptoms
of kidney trouble were
removed and I felt
better than ever be-

fore in my life."
Cat Daaa's at Aay Stsra, SOe a B

DOAN'SVSIV
rOSTER-MDJUR- N CO-- BUFFALO. N. T.

Sociability.
"I hope you are not one of those

men who go home and find fault with
the dinner."

"No," answered Mr. Growcher,
"my wife and I eat at a restaurant
where we can both find fault."

STOP ITCHING INSTANTLY

With Cutlcura 8oap and Ointment.
Nothing Better. Trial Free.

Bathe the affected part with Cutlcura
Soap and apply the Ointment. For ec-

zemas, rashes, Irritations, pimples. dan-

druff and sore bands Cuticura Soap
and Ointment are supreme. Nothing
better, cleaner or purer than these

CUIUIIJCUID Bl U 11 yi IV.U.

Free sample each by mail with Book.
Address postcard, Cutlcura, Dept L,
Boston. Sold everywhere. Adv.

On With the Dance.
"I could die dancing with you," said

Jones' partner as she placed her No.
11 on his trilby.

"The sentiment Is mutual," was all
poor Jones could gasp.

Much happiness or misery lies with-
in the circle of a wedding ring.

For Sprains.
Strains or
Lameness

Always Keep
E L Bottle In

Your Stable

.A Rub it h
HAN FORD'S

Balsam of Myrrh
A. Ll Nl ME NT

For Galls, Wire
Cuts. Lameness,
Strains, Bunches,
Thrash, Old Sores,
Nail Wounds, Foot Rot,
Fistula, Bleeding, Etc, Etc 1

Made Since 1846. 37
Price 25c, SOe and $1.00

OR WRITE
AH Dealers .fflW

Children Who Are Sickly
When your child cries at night, torses

restlessly in its sleep, is constipated, fev-

erish or has symptoms of worms, you feel
worried. Mothers who value their own
comfort and the welfare of their children,
should never be without a box of

Mother Cray's Sweet
Powders for Children
tor oss throughout tha sea-
son. They tend to Break
op Colds, relieve Feverish-nes- s,

Constipation, Teeth-ia- g

Disorders, move and
rerulate the Bowels and
destroy Worms. These
powders are pleasant to
take and easy for parents
to give. Tbey cleanse the
stomach, aot on tha Liver Trade Mark.
and give healthful sleen Doa't accept
by regulating the child's any substitute,
system.

Uted by motherifor 2S years. Sold by all
druggists. 25 cts. Sample mailed FREK.
Address, Mother Gray Co.. Le Roy, N. Y.

fie sure you ask for and obtain
Mother Graj't Sweet Powders for Children.

The Wretchedness
of Constipation
van quicKiy De overcome by
CARTER'S LITTLE
LIVER PILLS.

Purely vegetable
act surely and

gently on trie M iwnniknwX A Ia it i rliver. Cure
Biliousness.

r i - mm di i i e.Head
ache.
Dizzi
ness, and Indigestion. They do their duty.
SMALL PILL, SMALL DOSE, SMALL PRICE,

Genuine must bear Signature

We Will Nail
You $1.00

PER. FULL SIT

FALSE TEETH
On Bobber or Metal Platea, Partial

. Platea in Proportion. Hla-be- casa
prices paid for Old Gold, Sliver, Plati-
num, Crowns, Briagework, Mercury and
Broken Jewelry, liond your faekaaatoday by Parcel Poet to

Slulnal Gold Beliaing Co.
0 Cast Lai SI., Celiimlss. Obla

. HAIR BALSAM
1 tollt preparaUea of auetC

Halna ft uit.A uuIm

1 we oq fi.uo unitnrintJi.

FATENTSS'S Coleansui.Vrasli-Booa- a
tree. Uiih.

see. BeetreeuUa,

SYNOPSIS.
13

Alan Wayne ia sent away from Red Hill,
M tmme. by lit uncle. J. Y.. as a moral
faii.ii Clem drinks Alan'a health on his

JuilKe Healy defends Alan in
(.is liiiHiness wlih his employers. Alau and
Mix. s a ife, start a flirtation. Ger-
ry, hx he think, sees Allx and Alan elop-I-

drops everything, and goes to
Allx leaves Alan on the train

ami goes htiine. Gerry leaves Pernam
tiut-- unit Roes to Piranhas. On a canoe
trip lie meets a native girl. The Judge
Call to trai-- Oerry. A baby Is born to
Allx. The native girl takes Gerry to the

iinen putmauon she is mistress or. uer
v mar lea her. At Maole house Colllnne-

tells how he met Alan "Ten Per
.111 Wayne" building a bridge In Africa.

ve" v negins to Improve Margarita s plan
iiutm and builds an Irrigating ditch. A
h by conies to Margarita. Colllngeford
iiiewa Allx In the city and finds her
i nanged. Alan meets Allx, J. Y., and

b'iii. Krown to beautiful womanhood. In
toe itv and realises that he has sold his
lili tin iitht for a mess of pottage. Kemp
ana i.erry nec-om- friends. They visit
l.lelwr. and the three exiles are drawn
together by a common tie. IJeher tells
Hi story. In South America Alan gets
I ie r.'ver and his foreman sends him to
l s. Alan tells Oerry the truth about

ni itn.i uerry tells him or Margarita and
Itu- linhy Alan wonders And In rilairuated.

flood carries away Margarita and her
nmiv. despite Uerry s attempt at rescue.
. LlJr-- s e

To be exiled 3,000 miles from
home is as trying to an Amer-
ican's soul as serving a long
term in prison. Consider Ger-
ry's situation. He has lost Mar-
garita and his boy. He longs to
go back to Alix and Red Hill,
but the shock of recent events
have sapped the nerve he needs
to make the start for home.

a sharp attack of fever followed
Oit.y s exposure and immersion. The
nlil m iMti;iii of the Inn knew no medlca-ini'iif- s.

hut she knew fever. She piled
Miiiikcis on (ferry and let him sweat
it mil. On the third day nature, assist-i- l

li.v his magnificent physique, finally
ronK'd the uttack.

lie called the old woman, ne asked
li.fr ll" li remembered him. She peered
it liini. "No, master," 6he said, "I do

twit remember you. You are like the
fon-lgne- r who was drowned, but he
is dead."

Jerry shook his head. "Not dead,"
he mi id. "only disappeared."

Von are not he," said the old worn-;ii- i.

-- He eould not talk words that
in., eoulil understand."

Kerry nodded gravely. He felt as
flioiish words could never make him
Kinile again. "I have learned," he said.

Vw tell me what became of the
filing left here?" He went through
the list.

I'lie old woman checked off each
iiein and then shrugged her shoulders.
She led him to a little dark room
u tilise only light came from the inter-ftU'-o- s

of the tiled roof. As his pupils
expanded he began to make out one
after another of the bags that had
mud" up his traveling kit.

"There is a letter," she said, and
went off to fetch It. Gerry dragged
the I tags out into the light. Their locks
were all sealed with the seal of the

merles n consulate at Ternambuco.
He started knocking off the brittle
wnx. The old woman came back with
ill'- - letter and handed It to him. He
lore it open. It was a note from the
'onsui saying that by order of Gerry's
wife his things bad been sealed and
left ar the inn, telling him where to
Hud the keys. The room, he learned
from the old woman, had been paid
Tor regularly, at first by the month,
then by the year. She felt no resent-iiieti- t

at his return, only resignation.
"You are the only guest I've had since
you went away," she said quaintly and
with a sigh.

"Pear nothing," said Gerry kindly.
"You have been faithful. You may
consider the room engaged by me for
the next ten years."

He carried his bags Into the room
overlooking the river and then lay
down. He was too tired after the fe-

ver to open them. He knew that the
opening of those dust-covere- d bags
with their rusted metal fittings was
going to be another ordeal.

The next day Gerry sat before his
unpacked bags. He had turned out
all their contents. On the bed, the
floor, the table and the chairs was
piled such an array of linen and shoes
mid suits of various cut and weight as
be had once deemed the minimum with
which a man could decently travel.
Now they seemed to him wasteful and
futile. The clothes did not carry his
mind back as he bad expected. The
starch in the linen had gone yellow,
lie had always hated yellow collars.
The suits struck him as belonging to
tomeoue else all except one. One

sturdy suit of tweed had a cut that
was different from the others. Of all
itue clothes it alone seemed to have
at personal note the note he had ex-e- d

to find in the bags and had
arunk from.

Then he remembered. This suit had
tx-e- made by his own tailor. He had
worn it during a flying visit to Bed
IIIIL He had had it on the day he
left New York. He had worn It that
morning in Alix' room. Red Hill came
trikek to him, Alix stood before him.
Through the suit be saw her room, the
Kbimmering bine of her dressing gown,
her crown of hair and ber thin fingers
basy with It He felt again the nip
sf the dear air as It had streamed in
through the open window.

The worst of the flood was over.
Kerry engaged a search party. AH day
Jong they sought for Margarita and her
child. Towards night they found them,
(be little boy tight clasped In his
cnother! arms. Gerry laid them ten-

derly In the canoe and In silence the
party crawled back op the river to
Piranhas. No one looked curiously at
the burden they carried up through

the main stret't. Eyes were tired of
the familiar sight The hour of weep-
ing, the allotted tears, were long since
Npent. They burled thetu that nlpht.
Gerry went hack to his room. lie
sat for a long time looking out on the
starry river. Then unconsciously be
picked up the old tweed suit and hung
it carefully on a choir. The rest of
his scattered things he swept uncere-
moniously upon the floor and threw
hlmseir full length on the bed. He
was exhausted and slept

He was up early the next morning.
He made the old woman bring water
and bathed in his room. "It is wise."
she said. "For many days there will
be poison in the river." Gerry did not
answer. He closed the door and went
through his ablutions and toilet with
great care. His beard he had always
kept close clipped. Now he shaved it
off. The tan of his face looked like a
mask above the fresh hlte of his
newly shaved Jowls acd chin. He
picked out the best o? his linen and
dressed. Lastly, he put on the old
tweed suit. It fell naturally to the
lines of his body all except the waist-han- d

of the trousers. He drew the
back strap as close as It would go.
Still the trousers were a little loose at
the waist At first he was puzzled,
then he understood. He looked at him-
self in the broken glass with a gor-
geous but sadly tarnished frame that
bung on the wall. His shoulders
seemed to carry the coat better than
before. He could hear Jones & Jones
say. "A splendid fit, sir. You can't
pick it up anywhere."

Gerry turned from the glass with a
sigh. He was restless. The heavy
tweeds seemed to bind his limbs and
chest, but he would not take them off.
He sat at the window and watched the
little stern-wheele- r splash up to the
bank. Luckily for her. she had been
three days late In starting up the river.
else that trip would have been her last
Gerry tried to exert himself to the
trouble of packing and getting on
board, but he felt listless. Why should
he hurry back? Alix had waited, was
waiting, but not for him. He had not

"So," Said Lieber, "You Escaped?"

waited for her. He must go back and
tell her, of course, but what then?

A cavalcade came down the street.
At Its head was carried a Utter and on
the litter lay Alan. He had refused to
ride In a hammock again. Behind him
rode Lieber and Kemp. Gerry drew
back from the window and watched
them make their way down to the
little stern-wheele- r. She had brought
little freight, there was none for her
to take away. By three o'clock she
gave a long shriek of warning, and
half an hour later she warped out into
the river and chugged away down
stream. At the last moment Gerry had
sent down to Alan a note addressed to
Alix.

Lieber turned from watching the
Doat out or sight It was bearing Alan
away with Kemp installed as nurse
as far as the coast Lieber stumped
heavily up the street, leading his horse.
From his window Gerry called to him.
Lieber took the reins from his arm
and handed them to a boy. He climbed
to Gerry's room and sat down on the
bed. Gerry had never seen him look
so tired.

"So," said Lieber. "you escaped."
Gerry nodded gravely. Lieber looked

at him with dull eyes. "We passed
Fazenda Flores. The house still stands.
It's on a little Island." Gerry nodded
again. Lieber shrugged a shoulder

"Why aren't you up there?"
Gerry braced himself and told him.

In a dispassionate tone he told him
the history of those terrible moments
of destruction and death. "I am not
there," he finished, "because there Is
nothing left Three years all my life
here have been wiped out Marga-
rita she knew from the beginning.
From the beginning she bated the
ditch. I have been a curse. , I have
brought ruin." Gerry stared before
him. His face was white and drawn.

Lieber shook his head Judicially.
"No, it would have been the same, ex-

cept that without you there would
have been nothing to sweep away.
Margarita would still be alive. There
would have been no boy." He paused.
"Somehow, he went on, I don't be-

lieve Margarita would have chosen to
have things different She got her jour
d'extase and died before It was over.
I I don't think we need be sorry for
her. Why didn't you go away on the
boat?"

"I don't know," said Gerry. "I tried
to, but I couldn't I just burled her
and the boy last night I couldn't run
away like that, as though it were all
over. Of course I know It is all over,
but when one falls an endless depth in
sleep and suddenly wakes In a cold
sweat It takes time for the mind to
catch its balance. It's that way with
me. I've fallen from a height. I've
waked to a cold sweat I must take
time to get the balance of life and get
It right You can't hurry over these
transitions, because somehow It
wouldn't be decent."

Lieber nodded. "You don't feel like
riding back with me?" be asked hes-
itatingly.

Gerry shook his head. "No," he said
"I can't do that. I'm just going to sit
here and wait for a while and then I'm
going home. There's something I've
got to straighten out After that, I
don't know. But there's something I
wish you'd do for me. Lieber. and that
Is to look after old Dona Maria anil
those two old darkles at Fazenda Flo-re-

They won't last long, any of
them, and I don't want them to lack
for anything. I'll square up with yon."

Lieber nodded listlessly. "I'll look
out for them."

The next morning early Gerry saw
him off. There was a wistful look In

the old man's eyes as from the top
of the cliff he turned and gazed down
the river. "Lieber," said Gerry, "you
can count on me to do what 1 can for
you when I get home. Do you under-
stand?"

Lieber flushed. Their eyes met He
took Gerry's outstretched band and
gripped it hard. Then he rode away
without a word.

Lieber threw his horse Into a rapid
rack that was faster than a gallop. It
was a killing pace, but he knew the
mettle of his mount Late in the after-
noon he came to the confines of his
ranch. The broad-eave- d house in the
distance looked very still and deserted.
Reyond It loomed the solitary joa tree.
Something had happened to the joa
tree during the two days he had been
away. It had become a beacon. He
remembered the giant Bougainvlllea
vine that covered the tree. The Bou-

gainvlllea had bloomed into a tower
of mauve flame. It Rtood out In dar-
ing contrast to somber desert and
brown-tile- d roofs. Its single; defiant
and blaring note struck an answering
chord In Lieber's heart. He took cour-
age of that brave burst of color, so
jarring in a garden, but In a desert a
thing of glory. Lieber passed into the
loneliness of his deserted house with
a firm step.

Gerry spent many days at Piranhas
as he had planned in thought. He
went over his life In a painstaking
retrospection. His mind lingered long
on the last three years, their fullness,
their even upward trend. Could a man
live three such years and lose tlieni?
In a ghastly half hour the flood had
wiped out the tangible results of
three years of labor. But what about
the intangible? He had sinned ngalnst
Alix and against her faith, but had he
sinned against himself? He felt infi
nitely older than the first Gerry Lan
sing, but would he change this think
ing age for his unthinking yo;ith?

nat ir ne tiaa learned three years
ago that Alix had saved herself and
his name? Would It have meant loss
or gain to him today? Something
within him cried. "Loss! Loss!" but
he dared not take courage from the in-

ward cry. He could not know, he rea
soned, until he had seen Alix.

Twice, three times, the little stern-wheel-

drove her nose Into the mud
bank at Piranhas, called her hoarse
warning and departed. From some dis-
tant cliff Gerry saw her come and go,
or, miles away, walking himself tired
across the desert, heard her throaty
siren cry and did not heed it.

It was with some misgivings that
Kemp left Alan at the coast. Alan was
still very weak. Kemp stood, more In
congruous than ever, against the rail
of the little coaster bound for Pernam-buc- o

and eyed Alan, whom he had
made comfortable in a camp bed on
the deck.

"It seems to me, Mr. Wayne," he
said, "that there mought be business
waitin' for me at Pernambuco thet I
do'n' know nothin about I've got a
hunch I'd best go along of you and
see."

Alan smiled. "I know what your
hunch is, Kemp, and It's a wrong one.
I'm all right Weak, but I'll make it
Don't worry."

Kemp was standing In angles. His
hands were thrust In his trousers pock-
ets, but even so his elbows were
crooked. One foot was raised on a
rail. He was coatless as usnal. His
unbuttoned vest stuck out behind. His
Stetson bat was pulled well down over
his eyes. His eyes had taken on the
far-awa- y and slightly luminous look
that always came into them when he
was about to speak from the heart

"Mr. Wayne," he said, "I've tol you
some things about Lieber an' you've
seen some more. Tou know how be
stands. Lieber's llvln' In hell, like a
rich greaser in the Bible with his
tongue stuck out beggln for one drop
of water, only Lieber hain't got bis
tongue stuck out he's bitln' It"

Kemp paused and Alan nodded.
"I was thlnkln'," Kemp continued,

"thet perhaps you'n Mr. Lansing, with
yo' folks he'pln', mought chuck him
that drop o' water when you got back
to heaven, meanln' Noo Yawk." Kemp
brought bis eyes slowly around and
rested them on Alan.

"Kemp," said Alan, "don't you wor-
ry. If J. Y. Wayne & Co. haven't gone ,

"Well, s That All You Have to Say?"

ard toj hand them to him. looked
tbrouglj them, picked out one and laid
the resj aside. The one he picked out
was Corn's.

Wlthjher own jecullar wisdom Clem
had written not (bout him or herself,
but abbut Hed Mill. Alan rend and
then dropped the letter to bis lap. His
bauds fell clenchtd at his sides. His
eyes, gtown large, stared out down the
long vista of the mind. Walls faded
away ffi(1this sijiiads of a great ship
at sea were Suddenly dumb. To his
cars came Insi?ad the caroling of birds
In evening soag after rain, to his eyes
a vision of Red Hill dripping light
from Its myjiad leaves and to his
heart tie projecting, brooding shelter
of Mape Hotjse of home.

It clet uses ii man's soul to have been
at death's door. Sickness, more than
love, leds a ian op. Alan was feel-

ing cleiased 'like a little child so it
seemed a quite natural thing that the
girl win had taken charge of him on
his arrival on lioard should knock at
his door and then walk In. She drew
out a ciinp-stoo- l and sat down beside
him.

She vas very small and very young,
not in years hut with what Alan
termed to himself acquired youth. Her
nearsIglTed eyes peered out through
big glass's. They seemed to see ouly

when ttojr made a special effort, and
yet they seemed to give out light.

"You are better?" she asked, and
smiled.

Alan caught his breath at that smile.
"Yes," b; said, "I am much better to-ta-

I lave had a letter from home."
"You .uust get up now and come

up on deck," said the girl. "I'll wait
for you outside." Her voice had a pe-

culiar modulation. It attracted and
soothed tie ear.

Alan fwwned and then smiled. "All
right," h said, "wait for me." He
dressed la'.oriously. His hands seemed
weighted.

On deck she had his chair ready for
him besidt her own. She tucked his
rug about him and then sat down.
"Don't talk ever, unless you want to,"
she said. "Silent people are best."

"Why?" asked Alan..
"They are springs. Tbelr souls

bubble."
"And the peopla that chatter?" asked

Alan.
"They are geysers," said the girl,

and smiled.
Alan wai entertained almost

amused. "What do you do when a
geyser spouts?" be asked.

"What do you do?" replied the girl.
"I run."

"I'm afraid I haven't run always,"
said Alan. "I generally try to clap a
tin hat on them."

"You must be strong to do that I'm
not very strong."

Alan glanced over her frail body.
"What are you?" he asked.

"I'm a missionary. At least, I was
a missionary. I've had to give it up.
One needs so much to be a mission-
ary."

"I never thought of it that way."
said Alan. "I always thought that It
was the people tbjtt were unfit for al-

most anything els that turned to
as a last resort"

"Oh, nor' said j the girl, sitting up
very straight in er chair and fixing
ber eyes on his face. "How wrong
you are! Mlasionarylng, as you call it,
Is Just another name for giving, and
how can one give a great deal unless
one has a great deal to give strength
and youth and vitality?"

"And you have given all?" asked
Alan.

The girls eyes filled.
"No, you haven't given all," went on

Alan quickly. "You are still giving.
I must not borrow your last mite.
But your voice la like a nurse's hand,"

When Alan went to bed he could not
unfit to eat , -
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